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CANADA 

And  Other  Poems 


L.  GLENN  EARL 
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"  TO  SLIM  • 


My  songs  are  sung  in  an  humble  way, 

No  high  brow  stuff  I  write ; 
I  tinker  cars  throughout  the  day 

And  push  a  pen  at  night. 
But  oft  the  noise  of  the  motor  fades, 

The  walls  of  the  shop  recede. 
And  I  drift  away  to  sunny  glades 

And  my  greasy  fingers  heed 
The  promptings  of  the  dreams  I  dream. 

And,  lo !  ere  dies  the  day. 
My  pencil  clothes  the  very  theme 

That  carried  me  away. 
No  messrge  to  the  world  I  give. 

But  if  this  brings  a  smile ; 
Or  if  one  thought  should  chance  to  live. 

Then  has  this  been  v.-orth  while. 


Ill 


CANADA 


CANADA 

Oftimea  in  thoughtful  mood  I  ask: 
For  Canada,  what  have  I  done? 
Have  e'er  I  shirked  the  slightest  task, 

When  laboring  longer  would  have  won 
Another  wreath  for  my  fair  land, 
Another  flower  for  her  hand. 

A  garden  that  the  faithful  sun 

No  rival  finds  'neath  other  skies; 
Where  fragrance  of  the  flowers,  as  one 
Mingle  with  prayers  and  upward  rise 
A  tribute  at  the  King's  great  throne, 
A  tribute  from  Canada,  my  own. 

A  gem  that  lately  sparkled  forth. 

Dazzling  the  eyes  of  evtry  land ; 
Unknown  still  her  wond'rous  worth. 
By  contrast  may  we  understand. 
The  power  that  once  inactive  lay 
But  thrills  in  every  pulse  to-day. 

The  limpid  brooks,  the  hills,  the  trees. 
The  prairie  meeting  with  the  sky; 
The  warm  and  fragrant-ladened  breeze, 

The  golden  grain  that  waves  breast  high. 
Are  silent  signs  of  God's  good  will, 
And  that  His  love  is  with  us  still. 

My  Canada,  'tis  great  to  be 

A  son  or  daughter  of  thy  soil ; 
But  greater  far  'twould  be  to  me 

Could  I  but  prove  this  v.-eak  hand  loval. 
This  faint  heart  worthy  of  the  name,  " 
Of  leng'ih'ning,  strength'ning  Canada's 
fame. 


CANADA 

Had  I  the  art.  a  higher  mind, 

.0  pen  my  thoughts  of  sincere  praise- 
Cuti\o.    A  pleasure  I  must  find 

Th.f  ^"'*' u  '■'''■"'"*•  ""^°"t^  lays 
That  faae  before  my  fair  land's  name 
Unworthy  I.  to  sing  her  praise. 

Canada,  eagerly  I  ask, 

What  can  I  do  for  thee,  my  land^ 
Thy  sons  can  equal  any  task, 

''J^;;^;^-^"^thened  by  thine  own  fair 

A  land  to'live  for.  live  and  love, 
A  land  to  die  for.  die  and  love. 
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YE8TKRDAY  AND  TO-DAY 
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YESTERDAY  AND  TO-DAY 

He  romped  and  played  among  hia  toys 

A  few  short  daj^s  ago ; 
Marshalled  his  men,  in  din  and  noise 

Tu  charge  a  hidden  foe. 
What  if  his  sword  was  tin,  his  steed 

The  handle  from  a  bx'oom ! 
Just  pee  his  pride  as  he  would  lead 

Ilis  soldiers  'round  the  room. 

His  terrible  guns  were  painted  wood, — 

Oi"  course,  they'd  make  a  noise, — 
His  helmet  was  a  paper  hood, 

The  treasure    of  his  toys. 
And  he  would  play  at  mimic  war. 

And  often  there:  were  tcar.s; 
I  see  him  yet,  as  fr  •  \  afai, 

Through,  tho  ui.siance  and  the  years. 


To-day  he  loads  his  soldier  boys, 

Though  gr-mmer  now  the  game, 
With  courage,  as  he  did  his  toys, 

In  battle,  just  the  same. 
His  men  are  khaki-clad,  his  guns 

Beicb  fire  and  iron  slugs ; 
He  leads  the  charge  against  the  Huns 

As  ho  did  .T'ross  our  rugs. 

Oh.  Cod,  send  back  our  noble  son, 

It  hardly  seems  a  day 
Since  v.e  laughed  at  him  in  his  noisy  fun 

And  helped  him  in  his  play. 
Should  duty  call  and  he  find  rest. 

There  on  the  blood-stained  Somme. 
Mother  and  I  have  given  our  best 

for  Canada  ami  home. 


thW  ,L«  ™^^— ^;;;^j^ 
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We've  pl4',^3,^  ^X'"*   hrough. 

I  w"^??,^;™  ""'-^  o^e  regJe       '^'"''^  ""'  here, 

'"ff^o^t,Sr.-gS-e,-ea._ 

near  ,h.t  ..he./,^"„?i„7„1'l;"j:  »-"  = 
There'll";'/ ;';i';f «  to'p^K. 

^'s,„7fe;<r„';!,f-'|,^hat  to-night  wo  „ee. 
'wonder  if  .h;4°;X^i^/"  head. 

i^o;i,'it,*,tri''-^,r<'i 

ill  be  out  of  f^TT       !"  '"  <^^e  game, 
^:nt  I'd  like  to  hear  L'?"^.,f"^  ^••^^■"' 
And  kiss  her  ?is  agafn.  "^^  "^"'^' 


^il 


THE   OLD   PIANO   THINKS   SO.   TOO 


"I  haven't  a  virtue,  I've  cursed  and  swore, 

Religion  was  all  for  the  good, 
I  don't  know,  pardner,  what's  in  store. 

But  I'll  die  like  a  soldier  should. 
Hark!  the  reserves  are  coming  past, 

'Twas  a  wonderful  fight  we  made,— 
Thank  God,  old  man,  you're  sale  at  last! 

.    .    .  Good  bye,  Dear,  I'm  not  afraid. ' 


THE  OLD  PIANO  THINKS  SO,  TOO 

I  carp  not  that  she  has  the  power  to  thrill 
The  f,ea  of  faces,  listening  intent ; 
Or  that  I'.er  fame  has  upward  soared  until 
Her  name  is  known  through  the  Oxident. 
I  love  to  think  of  her  as  when  she  sang 
At  the  old  piano,  and  the  fire-light  caught 
The  glitter  of  her  hair,  and  the  old  room  rang 
With  the  sweet  melodies  her  soft  voice  wrought. 

The  fire-light'o  dim;  the  room  a  drearv  den 
Since  she  ha.^  trusted  of  Ambition's  wine; 
And  though  her  voice  is  stronger  now  than  when 
She  sang  to  jilea^se  no  other  heart  than  mine 
1  ^'ove  the  bud  that  was,  and  not  the  bloom 
Thc.t  thrills  the  world.    In  (he  tv/ilight's  h'le 
I  treasure  her  an  then,  nnd  in  the  gloom 
It  seems  the  old  ])iano  thinks  so,  too. 
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KEEI»  TO-MORROW  FOR  HIM 

Fresh  fmrfli?''''"''  ^"''  the  dust; 
The  long  dread  jears  are  al  Iforeot 
Of  the  boy  we  once  caressed. 

^"  A°nV  tL^'''^?  °^  ^'^  sweetheart's  kiss 
M«  1       •'  '^°^  ^'^  mother's  blis^ 

And  the  cimfnrt.  '"yi'tui  to  him; 
u  ine  comtorts  of  home  beguile  awa» 
Those  memories  dark  and  |rim.     ^ 

When  the  da- ,  n  of  To-morrow  hanas  in  ,h     ■ 
VV-he  '  h^^pi™",^*;^ '-?hter';-rd'„Ve"  ""-'  '"'  ^ 

That  .e.,'."tXf  T°:.Sr  Kt 
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THC  MATE  I  NBVBB  HIT 


THE  MATE  I  NEVER  MET 

I  Fit  in  my  den  before  the  grate. 

Smoking:  my  cigarette, 
And  in  my  dreams  I  see  my  'mate', 

The  pard  I  never  met. 
Somewhere  in  France  he  fights  my  fight, 

Doing  his  share  and  mine ; 
Holding  a  place  that  by  every  right 

I  should  hold  in  the  line. 
Holding  his  place  as  well  as  my  own. 

Taking  his  chance  wiih  Fate ; 
Out  on  his  beat,  perhaps  alone, 
Where  I  should  be  his  mate. 
Young!  and  he's  doing  two  men's  work. 

Living  ten  years  in  one ; 
Doing  the  dangerous  jobs  I  shirk, 

And  it's  only  just  begun. 
Firing  the  shots  that  I  should  fire 
Till  the  rifle  blisters  the  hand ; 
Facing  the  odds,  and  they're  growing  higher. 

Making  a  glorious  stand. 
One  bayonet  doing  the  work  of  two. 

While  I  sit  here  and  dream, — 
]\Iatey.  I  wonder  if  that's  you 
I  saw  in  the  star-shell's  gleam. 

My  cigarette  is  out !    Aw,  hell, 

I'm  going  to  find  my  mate. 
I'm  signing  up  to-night,  and,  well 

I  hope  it's  not  too  late. 
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THE  OLD  FLAG  IN  OUR  HOME 

iNeath  Its  folds  in  thp  lonir  aire  • 
And  I  learned  to  love  with  boyish  pride 

The  darl<  blood-stains  that  show 
Through  childhood  I  grew  to  understand 

ihat  It  held  ft  freedom  f.r  me: 
AS  iong  as  It  waved  above  our  land 

Our  home  was  ours,  and  free. 

No  "reater  price  could  my  forefathers  pav.~ 
Pnt  luJ  •'"'''■^  home-folks,  and  home  was  dear - 

■  A  fJ^  '^  peaceful  land  to-day.  ' 

Anri  f hi  ^""^l  *^^y  ^o"  ^e  here. 

To  mp?'  °^^  -"^f  ^^^*  *^^>'  J°v«d  «o  well 
A    ,  i?  "^f  ^^  ''^  priceless  gem ; 

vlif  ?"^^  ^*^'"'  ^^^'•e  a"  too  plainly  tell 
What  Canada  asked  of  them. 

And  .mw  the  call  has  come  again, 

I  look  "?fh«%^^'^  ''^^  marching  away; 
i  look  nt  the  flag  and  every  stain 

Qu  stiona  me  why  I  stay. 

L'Vf"ho^  'n^u*  *^^  ^°^^^  °^  the  flag 
As  It  hangs  there  on  the  wall 
And  hearts  that  fought  for  it  once  will  be  -lad 
To  have  me  answer  the  Call.  ' 

And  ifl  pay  in  full  the  price 

On  the  fields  of  a  foreif.-n  land: 
If  I  am  marked  for  the  sacrifice, 
vvn  i  1  P^  '^'^'"^  pardner's  hand 
W  .11  take  from  my  coat  the  flag  o'er  my  heart 

And  send  to  my  little  son  ^      """^^ 

1  hat  It  may  show  that  I've  done  my  part 

As  It  hangs  'side  the  other  one 
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I  KNOW  irS  AUTUMN  THIKB 


I  KNOW  IT'S  AUTUMN  THERE 

It's  only  a  letter  from  her  I  read 

In  the  flickering  candle-light, 
But  the  Handbag  walls  of  my  dugout  recede 

And  quiet  grows  the  night; 
It's  only  a  letter,  but  she  has  laid 

Between  the  pages,  with  care, 
A  Maple  Leaf,  and  by  its  shade 

I  know  it's  Autumn  there. 

Oh,  speak  to  me  of  sunny  glades 

That  you  have  left  behind ! 
I  want  to  see  the  autumn  shades 

With  the  evergreens  entwined. 
I  war*  to  seek  the  quietness 

Oi  a  cool  Canadian  night; 
I  want  to  sec  the  full  moon  bless        * 

The  valleys  with  her  light. 

In  Canada,  the  harvest  moon 

Is  rising  o'er  the  lake ; 
I'd  like  to  hear  the  laughing  loon 

The  thoughtful  silence  break. 
My  good  canoe  would  tempt  me  stay 

And  I  would  ask  Elaine 
To  drift  along  the  quiet  bay 

And  sing  to  me  again. 

I  know  it's  autumn  over  there. 

The  If.aves  are  turning  brown ; 
And  pence  is  o'er  my  homeland  fair. 

With  twilight  settling  down. 
And  in  the  dusk  of  the  autumn  light 

Elaine,  I  seem  to  see. — 
My  comfort  through  the  dreary  night 

To  know  she  waits  for  me. 


WJS!F.  **m^t?r. . 


BACK  IN  THE  PAST 


I  do  not  want  to  die  out  here, 

In  Flanders,  with  the  brave; 
I  want  to  lie  where  skies  are  clear, 

Where  drifting  o'er  my  grave 
Come  crisp  brown  leaves  from  a  Maple  tree- 
Canada's  wi-eath  for  her  son- 
Honor  and  glory  enough  for  me 
For  the  'bit'  that  I  have  done. 


BACK  IN  THE  PAST 

^tni  •"  It  S^^*'  *^«  ^ays  were  brighter 
Back  m  the  Past,  our  hearts  were  1  ghter' 

Back  vvh  ^'^".'"""^  ^^^"^  ^itJ^  a  song; 
And  fSnT^^'T  "^^^  ^  «^°°d  ^«al  stronger, 

'"^^"trdr«e%:s 

Frfm  the  Sstl  wf  ^'t  ^""^^^  ^^^  ^^--^ 
rum  me  i'ast  that  has  hurried  along. 

AnH  y^I'^'u"""   \^^^  ^''^''  "^ay  last. 

The  smL  nf  f''''''P  ^"^^  ^'^^'  ^^-day  be  the  tighter 
I  he  smile  of  to-morrow  be  all  the  more  brighter 
Because  of  the  days  of  the  Past        '^'^''^^'^• 


h\v 
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THE   ROAD   TO   CAMBRAI 


THE  ROAD  TO  CAMBRAI 

Pleasant  it  was  at  the  close  of  day, 

When  all  the  world  was  green, 
To  walk  along  the  Cambral  way. 

The  rows  of  trees  between ; 
To  watch  the  shadows  come  and  go 

As  the  fleecy  clouds  went  by 
Catching  a  tinge  from  the  sunset's  glow 

That  tinted  the  western  sky. 


The  evening  bells  of  the  city  rung 

Their  praise  in  harmonious  chimes,  - 
And  high  in  the  lofty  tree-tops  sung 

The  birds,  their  twilight  rhymes. 
And  when  the  bells  and  the  birds  were  still. 

Up  from  the  fragrant  crops 
And  o'er  the  slope  of  the  verdant  hill 

A  night-time  murmur  drops. 

A  murmur  that  lingered  and  passed  along 

Like  a  phantom  ship  at  sea, 
And  left,  in  the  echo  of  its  song 

The  theme  it  sung  to  me. 
On  the  nestling  buds  of  the  wayside  flowers 

The  evening  dewdrops  hung; 
And  to  the  wings  of  the  fleeting  hours 

A  bit  of  heaven  clung. 


Across  the  sky  the  war-clouds  sweep. 
And  in  the  gloom  the  maidens  woep. 
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THE   ROAD   TO   CAMBRAI 


No  more  the  zephyrs  stir  the  leaves 

Adown  the  Cambrai  road;  ' 

The  broken  wreck  of  Beauty  grieves 

No4M';rs'of\f  ^'^  ^  wJrioTstrode. 

AnH  fl       ^"'■'■'''^  ^^""t  the  grove 
Into ^ha^^^°'■^^^"«  flowers  grow  red- 
Into  the  whispers  of  Night  is  wove        ' 

The  tramp  of  the  restless  dead! 

'^^\vnhih!^"^'^  K""'  ''"'"^  the  fields 
To  fhlr^X^^Z^""  °^  <^"^*  noble  brave- 

'TnTj^rw^^f-ir^^^^^^^ 

"""  The'  Zus  in  ?hT?n'*"  ^^  "  ^°"^'  «^^  ^^ail ; 
The  liJh?  nffl    u     t°^'®^  ^^e  still. 

As  ?t  baVh.t  ^,r''^  "^°°"  ^«  pale 
The  blasted  trf.  ^^  ^^r-scarred  hill. 

AVfho     ^^f  "tops  weave  and  sway 

As  the  wmd  goes  sighing  through 
And  crosses  guard  the  silent  way  ^^' 

Where  once  the  wildflowers  grew. 
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MY  LOVE  OF  YESTERDAY 


MY  LOVE  OF  YESTERDAY 

I  wonder  where  she  is  to-night; 

My  Love  of  Yesterday. 
I  wonder  if  in  memory's  flight 

Her  thoughts  e'er  drift  my  way. 
For  we  were  'pals'  in  days  gone  by 

And  carelessly  we  spent 
Our  hours  along  tl     wave-kissed  shore, 

Comrades  in  love,  content. 
I  pray  t^-'t  still  her  skies  are  bright, 

Af.       those  summer  days ; 
That  the  same  old  moon  from  his  starry  height 

Silvers  her  path  with  his  rays. 
I  do  not  ask  that  she  recall 

The  name  she  used  to  know; 
The  Hand  of  Time  has  placed  a  wall 

Around  the  long  ago. 
The  Past  is  dimmed  by  the  pitiless  storm 

Of  to-morrow's  wants  and  cares ; 
But  oft  I  see  her  face  and  form 

When  my  firelight  glows  and  flares. 
From  out  the  flames  of  Yesterday, 
Ker  haunting  smiles  still  shine. 
And  dream  hands  wave  my  cares  away, 
And  eyes  look  love  to  mine. 


Of  God  of  Love !  her  every  year, 
I  ask  be  a  flov/ery  way. 

The  Memories  of  the  Past  hold  dear 
My  Love  of  Yesterdav. 


■        1 
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THE   GAME 
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THE  GAME 

Twas  a  butterfly  kiss  to  me  she  gave, 

/nere  on  the  moon-lit  shore; 
but  I  knew  m  my  heart  she  would  never  crave 

The  love  for  her  I  bore. 
A  summer  love  and  a  passing  flame, 

10  me  It  was  real  and  true: 
But  she  was  wise  in  the  old,  old  game. 
•T,„         u^  .^'^f ^  delightfully  new. 
Twas  a  butterfly  kiss,  and  when  I  found 

I  was  nought  to  that  little  elf. 
I  cursed  the  gods  but  held  my  ground 
xxTu      !?"  played  at  the  game  myself 
Why  should  she  'make  beliove'  to  me^ 

Inherheart  sheknewof  mylove- 
Id  sworn  it  by  the  great  blue  sea.       ' 

And  the  tiny  stars  above. 
7,  Pjaycfl  at  the  game  the  summer  througl 

Under  the  bright  moon's  light. 
VVandenng  together,  just  us  two, 

I  wonder  if  it  were  right 

Tnfl  ^^y.^Y^^?  you'd  sell  your  soul 
To  act  a  livmg  lie,— 
To  play  the  ardent  lover's  role 
But  be  a  butterfly. 

The  .vears  have  passed.    I  know  not  where 

Nor  how  she  plays  the  game 
1  often  wonder,  could  I  care 

For  another  girl  the  same 
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THE   (JRUn   I   GET   AT   HOME 


THE  GRUB  I  GET  AT  HOME 

I've  knocked  around  the  world  awhile, 

In  sunshine  and  in  rain ; 
Have  seen  the  dam  across  the  Nile 

And  tasted  grapes  in  Spain. 
Seen  the  cotton  fields  of  Dixie 

Resembling  northern  snow, 
In  Kentucky  found  it  risky, — 

Refusing  drinks,  you  know. 

Braved  the  snow  in  cold  Alaska, 

But  never  struck  it  rich ; 
Trapped  for  fur  in  Athabasca, 

Bunked  in  at  Fort  Norwich. 
In  London  through  the  fog  I've  strolled 

And  murmured,  "Don't  yo'  know"; 
In  Monte  Christo  had  the  gold 

Sort  of  free  and  easy  go. 

But  no  difference  where  the  land, 

How  far  avvay  I  roam. 
The  strangers  can't  put  up  the  brand 

Of  grub  I  get  at  home. 
Where  siiverware  is  piled  around 

With  c'!' -glass  mighty  "ieat, 
Somehovv'  it  is,  I've  always  found 

There  is  less  of  things  to  eat. 

The  cake  at  home  has  not  the  name 

That  came  from  gay  Paree; 
Though  it  isn't  even  mixed  the  same, 

It's  good  enough  for  me. 
And  when  I'm  chasing  'round  a  bit, 

The  longer  that  I  roam, 
I  know  the  fare  is  out  of  it 

With  grub  I  get  at  home. 
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ALONE 


Though  oft  I  dine  in  royal  style, 

The  courses  find  0.  K., 
I  sometimes  really  have  to  smile 

To  think  what  they  would  say, 
If  they  but  knew  their  silver  spread. 

Their  showy  flowers  and  foam 
To  my  unsuited  taste  is  led, 

By  grub  I  get  at  home. 


f  I  ! 


ii!i 


ALONE 

Alone!  Alone!  in  this  great  wild  land. 

No  voice  to  answer  me  back. 
Thick  and  straight  the  jack  pines  stand 
And  the  stream  runs  swift  and  black. 
The  firelight  flares  and  the  shadows  da 

n  the  floating  specks  of  foam,— 
Oh,  well,  this  life  is  just  a  chance. 

Here  as  it  is  at  home. 
Alone !  Alone !  yet  oft  I  see 

In  my  dying  campfire's  glow, 
A  face  and  form  so  dear  to  me, 
The  girl  back  home  I  know. 
She  smiles  and  distance  disappears 

And  Time  turns  back  until 
It  almost  seems  that  through  the  years 
We  are  together  still. 

Alone  in  this  great  wild  land  I  go 
North  to  the  Arctic  sea; 
,/^°™  my  campfire's  ruddy  glow 
My  dream  girl  smiles  to  me.  ' 


A  JOY  SUPREME 
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A  JOY  SUPREME 

You  may  oft  have  had  the  pleasure 

Of  a  merry  auto  ride; 
In  an  hour  of  thoughtless  leisure, 

An  aeroplane  have  tried. 
Or  your  pockets  filled  with  money, 

And  a  tie  a  trifle  loud. 
You've  found  the  feeling  funny 

In  a  jolly  'Mid-way'  crowd. 

But  there's  a  joy  that's  nearly  bliss. 

On  any  summer's  eve, 
To  ask  some  gentle-hearted  miss 

And  with  your  put-put  leave. 
Just  out  from  dock,  another  lad 

And  girlie,  too,  you  know. 
But  what  is  sad,  so  very  sad. 

His  engine  doesn't  go. 

And  after  spinning  'round  a  while, 

Perhaps  an  hour — or  four, — 
And  racing  back  in  lovely  style 

He's  there,  just  as  before. 
And  how  it  really  pains  your  heart. 

To  see  him  crank  and  grunt. 
For  your  put-put  somehow  will  start, 

The  other  fellow's  won't. 
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THE  CALL  OF  THE  NORTHERN  LIGH 

Conifo-tably  settled  I  am  in  my  home. 

I  work  and  find  it  good ; 
i'Ut  yet  at  times  the  desire  to  roam 
A„^    ^f\^"''^^"^  through  my  blood. 

nii^^^'i^  ''?.f"  ^^^  «""  has  dropped 
Wh     ^^v!"''  ?'^  ^"'-^  ^"  the  west. 

st'opp^d'"'  "'  '''  "'^^'^  ^"  *^^  «h°P 

I  sit  fn"Jli^?  busy  streets  are  at  rest. 
1  sit  in  the  door  with  my  son  at  my  knee 

w  ^f'^  IV''^  the  Northern  Lights 
Wmk  and  flicker  their  message  to  ^ 

AndVLtf  '^''°u^  ^'^^  ^^e  distant  heights. 
\vL       ^^''^  S.^^''  to  his  toys  in  the  room 
Where  my  wife  softly  sings  to  him 
But  facing  the  North  I  sit  in  the  gloomr^' 
nf  .if      ^^"°'^  that  beyond  the  rim 

mll^'^r^'  ^'''^'  foreboding  hills 
Marks  of  my  campfires  remain. 

iTfhT^  ^'J^^r,"  °"  unnamed  rills. 
And  fL  V  ^  wonderful  wild  domain. 

Whisker  nf",^^^^*^^^  ^^^^^  Reckon  to  me 
u  nisper  of  silver  and  gold 

And  in  the  distant  North  I  see 
Ine  trails  I  knew  of  old. 

My  son  at  play  and  the  song  of  my  wife 
Are  partners  I  cannot  fail  • 

ShllM  i  ^"«^^\r*^  ^'«^  "»d  knife, 
bhall  I  answer  the  call  of  the  trail. 
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TWO  CROSSES 

Beneath  the  trees,  two  crosses  stand, 

The  sunlight  filtering  through 
Paints  checkered  figures  on  the  sand 

Where  orce  the  wildflowers  grew; 
And  here  and  there,  a  blade  of  grass 

Is  struggling  green  again 
Where  tramping  feet  and  poison  gas 

Have  marked  the  War  God's  reign. 

Two  crosses  there !    On  one  is  laid 

A  wreath  of  poppies  red; 
To  one  there  comes  a  sad-eytd  maid 

And  many  a  prayer  is  said. 
And  kneeling  there  sweet  m.amories  come 

Of  pre-war  days  and  love 
And  visions  of  a  cottage  home 

With  a  smiling  sky  above. 

And  as  she  twines  the  poppies  gay 

On  the  dull  arms  of  the  cross, 
A  light  breaks  through  the  sullen  grey,— 

It's  not  eternal  loss. 
And  'though  she  kneels  at  his  earthly  mound. 

Her  t:oul  is  beyond  the  bars ; 
Her  feet  are  lifted  from  the  ground 

To  walk  among  the  stars. 

Dark  and  brown  the  other  cross  stands 

No  v/reath  is  ever  laid 
Upon  its  arms  by  tender  hands, 

No  daily  prayer  is  said. 
The  only  flowers  t.hat  wither  there 

Are  those  the  sad  wind  brings, — 
But  'cross  tlie  miles  a  young  girl,  fair. 

Still  to  his  memory  clings. 
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I!; 

i 
i 


( 

ijll 

;1 ;  'i 

•  i  ;  If 

i 

i 

i 

Hi 

i 

No  solace  hers,  to  tend  the  spot 

Where  sleeps  her  girlish  dreams. 
Though  pleasant  days  are  not  forgot 

To  her  no  sunshine  gleams; 
No  hands  weave  poppy  wreaths  of  red 

To  lay  where  rests  her  all ; 
The  only  blossoms  for  her  dead 

Are  the  silent  tears  that  fall. 

COME  BACK  ACttOSS  THE  YEARS 

Come  back  to-night  across  th<3  years, 

And  rest  your  hand  in  mine. 
Sweetheart,  the  same  old  moon  appears 

To-night  as  it  used  to  shine. 
And  smile  to  me  as  you  did  of  yore, 

And  whisper  soft  and  low 
T    :>  nothings  I  would  hear  once  more 

As  in  the  long  ago. 

Come  back  and  bring  one  happy  hour 

From  the  many  we  have  had ; 
Your  soft,  sweet  voice  will  have  the  powe 

To  make  my  sad  heart  glad. 
Throughout  the  long  year's  dreary  cours 

Your  love  has  been  my  stay. 
Your  memory  the  unfailing  source 

Of  dreams  I  hold  to-day. 

The  dreams  that  lead  mo  back  to  you 

And  the  old  familiar  place ; 
Where  what  I  felt,  the  love  I  knew 

Was  mirrored  in  your  face. 
Sweetheart,  come  back  to  me  if  just 

To  touch  your  lips  to  mine. 
For  in  your  eyes  I  see  the  trust 

As  of  old  I  saw  it  shine. 
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MY  CHOICE 

There's  a  little  old  log  cabin  in  a  hidden  lowery 
vale, 

O'er   the   weather-beaten    roof-top,   the   clinffinj? 
creepers  trail; 

From  the  doorway  in  the  twilight  I  can  watch  the 
rippling  stream 

Where  the  beauties  of  the  sunset  through  the 
leafy  tree-tops  gleam. 

And  my  heart  feels  not  the  worries  of  an  over- 
buic^ened  mind. 

From  Nature's  wj.ys  I've  learned  the  lesson  that 

her  soul  's  good  nnd  kind. 
On  the  wild  lawns  of  the  forest,  I  am  known  and 

wolcomod  there, 
Eut  my  name  is  never  flaunted  and  I've  never 

shouldered  Care. 

Yes,  I  Tiight  have  been  a  'some-one,'  I  had  every 
chance.  Cod  knows. 

But  I  shunned  it  in  my  manhood,  and  boylike,  this 
is  the  life  I  choose. 

When  a  lad  at  school  they  whispered  I  would  have 

a  name  some  day. 
But  in  my  hov.rt  I  know  I'm  happy  in  my  own 

secluded  way. 
I  know  that  I'm  culled  a  failure  by  the  ones  I  left 

at  home, 
Tut  I  couldn't  --.till  the  longinj?  of  my  boyish  love 

to  roam. 
Perhaps  I  niiirht  have  had  a  fortune  had  I  sluwd 

like  other  men, 
Eut  I  chose  the  j^ifts  of  Nature  and  this  cabin  in 

the  gflon. 


MY   CIIOICK 


When  the  sunset  spreads  a  plory  o'er  these  old 

familiar  hills. 
And  the  silence  of  the  woodland  is  echoed  from 

the  rills; 
When  the  wild  life  of  the  forest  thrills  the  bush 

with  rapturous  sorcf. 
And  the  twiliprht  of  the  evening  o'er  the  calm  lake 

lingers  long; 
When  the  fingers  of  the  sunset  wave  their  last  and 

long  farewells. 
And   the  glistening  pearls  of  Nature  sway  the 

dainty  woodland  bells, 
Then  I  know  that  I  have  chosen  the  best  that  life 

could  give. 
And  though  stranger  to  your  cities,  I  have  learned 

at  least,  to  live. 
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MY  GARDEN  01'  GOLDEN  DKEAMS 

Thore's  a  beautiful  (^ard.n  of  (ioMcn.  Dreams 

Where  nrv  fane:,  hoUt:^  fuU  .snn.i.  . 
It'H    ust  a  vh"i<,n  and  oft  it  ..cms 

So  vaKU.'  and  far  away. 
But  somotimos  bt^fore  niy  '^^'^^j^  ;'\'_ 

And  euro  lifts  his  heavy  ham. 
Before  the  li^rhts  in  the  mnn  are  ut.- 

^"^^^  1^11  :,^wSl^^nSmion.  and  Love. 
There  are  patns  ot  wt.uui.  ri> 

I'vo  oNplored  them  every  one, 
There  arc  b.autiful  thou^ht^  that  Uft  me  above 

The  common  things  I've  done. 
The  (in'  iusiKone  so  distant  seem.. 

T,>  ,r.n-i'ow  HO  far  away. 
.X,  1  Tw^in  .^  Ga.-don  ..(  Golden  Droums 
Where  v\wmi  rocmonea  »ta>. 

And  w'uVd  in  .lV-'"IV--™re'''' 

Of  the  "v™,«^,?,'  „'^„f  D "ims  I  know 
■rhere.»ono  mm    <,a.,len 

She'=f"l;e  Drcarn'oirl'l  »o«hi,.ped  in  boyhood 

ThJfu''"  loved  since  1  understood 
The  Tv^derful  sou!  that  Nature  rears 
.„J^^,^rr■iV;;^.™ffl•n,an.va„hour 

She  carries  in  her  hand. 

1  pause  to  light  my  cigarette. 

Mv  Garden  of  Dreams  IS  gone. 

Mv  Dream  Girl's  hand  is  in  mme  yet. 
Mv  wife  and  she  is  one. 
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GOLD 

Gold !  Gold  I've  found  in  the  sand ! 

The  real  old  stuff  at  last. 
My  God!  but  I've  tramped  this  lonesome  land, 

While  the  best  of  my  life  flow  past. 
Gold !  It  has  lured  me  o'er  frozen  trails, 

Up  and  on,  a  steady  climb ; 
'Cross  countless  hills,  through  nameless  vales, 

Till  I've  lost  all  count  of  time. 
Cold !  why  I've  sold  my  soul  for  gold ; 

I've  frozen  and  starved  and  slaved; 
I've  lost  a  lifetime  and  grown  old, 

Gold, — and  'twas  all  I  craved. 
Rich !  why  Tm  rich  beyond  my  dream. 

And  it's  only  the  surface  I've  panned. 
Look,  don't  you  see  the  yellow  stuff  gleam  ? 

There's  a  fortune  under  my  hand. 

What  is  the  past  when  this  is  the  pay? 

What  are  the  years  that  have  gone. 
After  the  close  of  a  weary  day, 

Comes  .sunshine  with  the  dawn. 

Gold !  and  I've  laid  at  your  thankless  feet, 

Manhood,  religion  and  caste; 
Gold !   My  God  but  life  is  sweet 

To  riiasier  YOU  at  last. 
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THE  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 

A  puppv  scr^lched  at  Julia's  door. 
"^  Ind  Nv-nined  his  canine  woes. 
Half  s  arved,  half-frozen,  Dred  and  soie, 
"''  wS  bred,  perhaps,  -ho  knows. 
Julia  reigned  in  her  .01  supreme. 


-the  c'oUish  kind; 


tVellV  "-"^     v:vJ»- 

Her  regal  air  be«„oke  the  Queen. 
n+'  wpalth,  not  mina. 

A    1  Tnlii  as  she  lounged  at  ease, 
^"SSd^uppy's  pleading  yelp  „ 

Dog-language,  saying.  ^^^^^'  '"''''''- 

And  she  called  a  servant  s  help 
To  drive  the  horrid  thing  away. 

The  self  same  puppy  tried  again. 

Across  the  town  away,      . 
To  sfek  a1,helter  from  the  rain 
Ami  comfort  for  a  day. 
.       }^    :  X  ;u=t  -^s  sweet  and  gay, 

^^"%r!?;oX"sno4ht:nd  sow. 


THE  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 


Elaine,  alone  in  her  tiny  room 
Heard  puppy's  pleading  yelp, 

Coming  plaintive  from  the  ;?loom, 
And  she  went  herself  to  help 

The  puppy  that  scratched  outside  her  door. 

The  puppy  that  whines  may  be  ill-bred, 
But  if  I  were  a  pup  in  the  rain, 

Down  on  my  luck,  ill-clothed,  ill-fed. 
No  Julia  for  mine,  but  Elaine. 
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YOU  FOOL 

Whose  heart  ^^'^^^.V^^ff^e  ab^^^ 
A  girl  ^ith  a  «oul  to  lift  me  a 

The  trivial  thoughts  ot  eari"  f 

And  I  ^on^^%'^l^ll^\lrm^^^^  girl's  face; 
As  I  searched  the  world  tor     y 
But  saner  thoughts  at  times  wo  ^^^^^ 
There  is  no  goal,  no  ena  w  y 
You  fool. 

Rut  1  met  a  girl  --^^^Z^i^jtL. 
Pretty  as  a  picture  by  a  nnaster  u 
Her  wavy  hair  profusely  fell 
Flashing  golden  i"  f  ^f  V^^g^  I  dreamed 

She.  lovelier  than  the  dream  gi 

An  angeU  think,  and  m;ne  alone. 
One  afternoon  she  cam3  to  me 

As  she  yieWing.iay  on  m>  sun  ^.^^ 

And  my  love  cned  out  l^^^^'^^'^^^^^,  y,arm. 
Shielding  l^^%^""",^^?Ver  golden  hair, 

SX"Se  =  gVn  caressed. 
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THE  BOY  OF  IT 


But  I  gazed  in  her  eyes  and  saw  a  soul 
Where  nought  but  the  thought  of  self  held  sway ; 
Where  pride  and  pleasure  had  control 
Of  a  heart  untouched  by  lo'^e's  sweet  lay. 
And  as  much  as  I  loved  thac  pretty  miss, 
My  beautiful  Ideal  of  dreams  was  gone, 
And  I  sent  her  away  with  a  word  £  -id  a  kiss. 
And  I  stayed  by  the  shore  of  the  lake,  alone. 
My  God !  that  a  face  and  form  so  fair. 
Should  shelter  a  soul  so  utterly  small ! 
And  going,  she  shrugged  her  shoulders,  bare. 
Through  the  shade  I  heard  her  soft  voice  call: 
You  fool! 


THE  BOY  OF  IT 

The  cold  wind  sighed  around  the  eaves, 
And  swayed  the  frosted  trees; 

It  shook  the  clinging  dead  brown  leaves 
And  caused  the  creek  to  freeze. 

A  gray-haired  farmer  and  his  son. 
Smoked  near  a  rousing  fire ; 

A  stronger  wind, — the  storm  was  done, — 
Piled  the  light  snow  higher. 

The  old  man  stroked  his  beard  and  said, 
"Jake,  now  the  storm  is  o'er. 

Go  get  the  shovel  from  the  shed. 
And  clean  the  path  once  more." 


.B  r-r-r!  B-r-r-r!"  groaned  Jake  and  blew  a  whiff. 

The  wind  howled  twice  as  bold 
..can't  do  it.  Pop,  rm  darned  mgh  sUff. 

My  feet  are  a^vf ul  cold. 

"Well,  there  're  the  cows  out  in  the  shed. 

It's  milkin' time,  you  know; 
The  cows  are  there  and  must  be  fed. 

You'd  better  up  and  go. 
..Oh,  Dad!"  an.  to  puffed  hard  and  long. 

And  had  a  spell  of  aneeiin . 
..My  head  and  e-esaveleelin>  wrong. 

Honest,  Pop,  I'm  freezm . 

The  old  man  n.oved  his  chair.    "Well.  Jake. 

1 'low  I'll  ask  no  more, 
U  you  will  take  the  axe  and  break 

The  ice  around  the  door, 
•m.  Dad!"  whined  Jake,  "it  ain't  no  good. 

I  can't  do  what  you  ask. 
The  old  man  rose,  put  on  a  hood. 
And  went  about  the  task. 

Scarce  had  his  father  reached  the  shed. 

Jake  got  ready  m  a  trice. 
-^^Sn'pSEl!nS"HT,,KlCK. 
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ST.   PETER   AND   THE   CHAUFFEUR 


ST.  PETER  AND  THE  CHAUFFEFIR. 

A  chaufTeur  honked  at  the  Golden  Gat^, 

And  asked  to  be  taken  in; 
St.  Peter  scowled  as  he  thought  of  the  rate 

That  boy  had  travelled  in  sin. 
But  he  answered  the  questions  St,  Peter  asked ; 

Told  how  he  had  lived  on  earth, 
Told  of  a  life,  just  one  big  task 

With  never  a  bit  of  mirth. 
He  told  of  the  trials  of  coaxing  a  "four" 

Through  sand  and  mud  and  snow. 
Of  engine  stops  and  troubles  galore, 

And  starters  that  wouldn't  go. 
Short  circuits  he  mentioned  and  faulty  tires 

And  dirt  in  the  gasoline; 
Of  burnt-out  coils  and  loosened  wires 

On  a  second-rate  machine. 
Of  his  home  garage  and  hold-up  men. 

The  outrageous  charges  they  made, — 
The  break  should  only  cost  a  ten. 

But  a  bill  of  fifty  you  paid. 
St.  Peter,  he  told,  of  the  terrible  trails 

And  hills  to  be  climbed  on  low ; 
Of  watchful  police,  arrests  and  bails 

That  made  the  going  slow. 

St.  Peter  listened  to  his  tale, 

Nor  wondered  at  his  wrath; 
For  who  can  drive  a  car  and  fail 

To  find  the  broader  path. 
St.  Peter  looked  at  the  young  chauffeur 

And  his  car  as  the  gate  they  sought, 
And  he  noted  it  wasn't  a  little  'four' 

But  a  monster  'eight'  he'd  brought. 
But  he  let  him  in  to  the  golden  street, 

No  ruts  or  rocks  to  jar, 


ir  1 1  n^ilGS  of  sneedway  greet, 

And  UP  ^1  ^own  th^e^-5j;^  ^^^ 

The  big  'fU^^  ;:' ,r«o  I'm  told. 
The  ro.r  oj  t^c  j^ng^n^^o  n^^ 

Disturbed  the  v;'-;*^'-,^.  „,,  more 
Their  hurp.  ^^^^  'l^;^;^oA>eaven. 

^^"^  Alc^g  at  ninety-seven. 

c,   Vote-'  the  guard,  .oon  heard  about 

Before  It  was  too  la  0    ^^^^^^^^^  ^^^ 

So  he  signalled  \he  cai  a.  . 

And  a,^vcnc.e  CU  stop  i,^,,ghu,g  eye 

^^^^^rMronoSu^-^^^p^^^^^- 

,       .'  covQ  Pete  "I've  sent  below 
■'''^Tdiiv^o/youV  own  style; 

A  ciu^'^i  "'  •'         ,.,,vVi»r  to  go, 

Ue  boasts  his  ,c^V-niJ  out  a  mUc 

Ho  could  beat  i  ?^U^,^fde^i^l's  land 
You'll  find  the  road  .0  tl^clcM 

A  ^P^^^^-.^^^^riuid'sure  be  grand 

As  the  ftving    ei.i.  ^^^^  g^^e, 

Tohimselt  he  -'^^^- .  ,        - 
Shall  ever  eiitei  ho.e. 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  POET 


THE  HIGH  SCHOOL  POET 

It  was  a  sorry  day  for  me, — 

And  'tis  now  I  know  it, 
When  they  proclaimed  that  I  should  be. 

The  Athens  High  School  poet. 

First,  someone  asks,  "Please,  will  you  write 

About  the  football  game." 
Or  "Just  a  line  or  two  on  'Night' 

If  it  is  all  the  same." 

Then,  tears  in  eyes,  another  pleads, 

"An  epitaph  for  Joe." 
And  who  was  he?  enquiry  leads,  » 

A  lap-dog,  don't  you  know. 

Now  someone  wants  a  funny  verse 

To  drive  the  blues  away; 
And  I  must  write,  re-w^-ite,  rehearse 

To  get  a  jolly  lay. 

Then  'Merry  Widow'  cracks  a  smile. 

And  coaxes  for  a  song 
And  says,  "I'll  wait  a  little  while. 

It  won't  take  very  long." 

And  when  those  longed-for  words  are  done. 

And  notes  are  placed  above. 
Some  quiet  lass  cries,  "Write  me  one, 

A  soothing  lay  of  love." 

Oh,  yes,  it's  fun,  I  will  admit. 

Writing  to  please  some  lass; 

But  where  it's  hard  to  make  a  hit 
Is  writing  for  a  class. 

That's  why  I  sigh  and  dry  a  tear, — 

But  none  shall  ever  know  it ; 
That  'way  down  in  my  heart  I  know, 

I'll  never  be  a  poet. 


THE  HIGH  SCHOO  .  PROPHET 

Th^  sun  had  vani6l.ed  in  the  west, 

^"^SraTds^^^datlast. 

The  owl  above  'to  Sed'ta*''*' 

^°    And  little  he  knew  o£  fear. 

The  prophet  spoke,  the  leaves  were  st.H, 

^The  Reds  mu'*  «  "•  '  '^*?,' 
The  Blues  beneath  an  iron  w.n 
Must  serve  from  day  to  day. 

••But  something  in  my  P^of  e' J-eart  g,- 
Keens  whispering,    lo^i  *"^ 

Ye  gods  1  won't  you  advice  impart 
To  help  my  cause  along. 

..Ye  gods,  please  send  a  friend  this  v.ay, 

^'  1  Ir  end  whom  I  may  know 

Willing  to  aid  throughou^^^^^^^^ 
This  weary  heait,  joii» 

The  silent  owl  from  his  ]^f^^f' 
^^'  Looked  on  the  prophet  tru^^^  ^^^^^ 
Smoothed  his  feathers  move        ^^^_^  „ 
And  screeched  out,    w 
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THE  ni6H  SCHOOL  PROPHET 


But  John  the  Prophet,  where  was  he, 
llio  hair  stood  all  on  end; 

He  thought  the  gods  wevo  in  the  tree 
Their  prophesies  to  lond. 

However  kind  the  gods  r  ipht  seem, 
The  prophet  thought  it  best 

To  have  their  aid  come  in  a  dream, 
And  he  sought  his  bed  to  rest. 


Red  and  Blue  were  class  colors 


\   II. 


ATUKNS    REI'OIITER     fUlNT 


mtJiM^-**^. 


V 
r 


S,1i9.t~LL:.ir -1    -Tv-^^-..  J.-- 


.  *-,ir  iue'"iT««4'J? 


^^T^^ 


^??^55wWBE?*5!j5?» 


•ng^ 


